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Emmy Veronica Sanders 



1 stand and stare — 

At this mad pushing of a million feet, 

At this wild thronging of the withered faces, 

At this foul nightmare of 

The Street. 

Somewhere is Peace — 

Peace of the wide blue spaces. . . . 



DRIFTWOOD 

To the dim-lit shore of the mind 

Strange things come drifting 

When the tide is high. 

To the shore of the mind 

Little waves run 

Lifting, 

With a murmured melody, 

Frail forms that slip 

From unknown isles away into the night. 

In the gray twilight, 
On a crest of foam, 
Strange shapes are flung, 
Without name, without home, 
On the shore of the mind. 
Strange things are spread 
When the tide runs high 
Before eyes that are blind — 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Pale things that lie 

Dead 

On the edge of the mind. 

HILLTOP DUET 

The Tree 

Old Vagabond Wind, 
Will you never take root? 
Will you never settle down 
To the soil, 
And bear fruit? 

The Wind 

Old Stay-at-home Tree, 
Will you never take wing? 
Will you never break loose, 
And roam free 
Like a king? 

Both 

The earth is for you, 
And the air is for me — 
But the poor little fishes, 
(Those little white fishes) 
Must stay in the sea, 
In the cold slimy sea — 
Brrr . . . 
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